THE EEMINISCENCES OF CARL SCHURZ
able enough to make impossible my return to my friends, until
the shame of it had been wiped out. But my profoundest grief
was not with regard to myself. It was the knowledge that all
the insurrectionary attempts in Prussia had failed, and that
the Prussian government had its hands entirely free to turn
against the insurgents in Baden and the Palatinate. I tried
indeed to lift myself up to the belief that so great, so just, so
sacred a cause as that of German unity and free government
could not possibly fail, and that undoubtedly I would still have
some opportunity to contribute to its victory, be it ever so
little. I have never forgotten the hours which I spent with
Meyer and Wessel, one of our friends of the Franconia, who,
while not compromised politically, had followed us from
friendship, walking up and down discussing these matters
under the Loreley-rock, that most dreamy nook of the Rhine
valley. My friend Meyer looked at the situation in a some-
what soberer spirit than I could command. After mature con-
sideration, in which probably the thought of his family played
an important part, he concluded to return to Bonn and to
take the chances of a trial for his participation in the Siegburg
affair. I did not try to urge my view of the case upon my
dear, brave comrade, and thus we had to part.

The leave-taking from Meyer and Wessel was very hard
to me. When I pressed their hands for the last time, I felt as
if I had not only to say good-by to them, but also again to
my parents and sisters, to my home, to all my dear friends, to
my whole past. And now farewell to the beautiful student
life and its precious friendships, its ideal endeavors and
hopes, its glorious youthful dreams!

The years of apprenticeship were over, the years of wan-
dering began. My friends journeyed down the Rhine to Bonn
and I alone up the Rhine to Mainz.
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